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pans showed that they were not in fault,
having been recently tinned, we came
to the conclusion that an attempt was
being made to poison us.   Here was a
pretty state of affairs.   If we dismissed
the bawarchi it was hopeless to think of
getting a substitute for him.   We should
have had to starve, or trust to the hos-
pitality of our men for chafatties^ such as
they themselves eat.   Something had to
be done, however, and this is what we
did,   A sentry was placed over the cook
during the time that he was engaged in
preparing our food, and he was ordered
to keep a sharp eye on that individual,
and to confiscate and bring to me any
condiment or other material which he
might propose to use that was not mani-
festly harmless.    These were not  the
orders which the cook thought were given
to the sentry.   He was, with much em-
phasis, given to understand   that   the
Sikh who stood over him with a naked
tulwar had been directed to smite off his
head the moment he detected any sus-
picious act; and as he knew that nothing